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oil seeing the quantity of cocoanuts brought in boats asked, ''Swzimiji, is this a cargo boat, then, that they are loading so many cocoanuts aboard ?" He replied, very' much amused, "Why, no,'notat all! They are my cocoanuts I A doctor friend has advised me to drink cocoanut-milk instead of water." He distributed many of the fruits to the captain and fellow-passengers. On the ship were some American Missionaries who much deplored that the English disciples of the Swami had left Christianity for Veclanta, and earnestly expressed the hope that they would eventually return to "the True Faith." In fact, they offered fervent prayers for them that their hearts might be turned back to Christ. When the steamer sailed up the Hoogly, the Swami pointed nut ti> his disciples all the places of interest that he knew so well, and which brought back to his mind the many associations of his early youth and manhood. For hours he spoke with tenderness of Bengal and the Bengalee people, and they saw how much he loved Bengal, the land of his birth,
The Reception Committee at Calcutta had been busy ever since the notice had been received that the  Swami   had   left, Madras.    Two gentlemen had  been despatched by the Committee to inform them of the reception planned.    Thus, when the steamer clocked at Kidderpore, he found that a special train would be in waiting on the following morning  to convey him and his party to the Sealdah Station. At about half-past seven o'clock in the morning; the  Swami and his part}/ boarded the train   and   shortly   after  reached Sealdah  Station,  Calcutta. Thousands   of  people   had   gathered  there  from very   early morning counting the moments as hours until the time for his arrival was at hand.     Copies   of the  two   farewell   addresses given to the Swami by his students in New York and London were freely distributed   and people were  seen    reading them eagerly. When the whistle of the train was heard, a deafening shout of joy rang out, and the echo, rumbling in the distance, made one feel as though guns were being fired. As soon as the train stopped,   Swamiji stood up and bowed to the  multitude with joined palms and was greeted  with  enthusiastic  shouts